CHAPTER IV

The Right Honourable Baronet

ON August 3oth, 1841, Sir Robert Peel went to
Windsor to kiss hands. In the time of her light-
hearted beginnings, the Queen had disliked this grave and
shy-mannered man, so different from the charming Lord
Melbourne who made her live like a sovereign of the
eighteenth century. But now she had married the handsome
Prince Albert of Saxe-Coburg, and Albert, austere in his
own character, liked Sir Robert and esteemed him. Every-
thing that Albert liked was admirable, and this time the
Queen welcomed the Tory leader with confidence.

For several days unofficial lists of Ministers had been in
circulation. They all contained the name of Disraeli, but
Peel had not yet summoned him.

Soon he learned that his friend Lyndhurst was Lord
Chancellor; Lord Stanley had the Colonies, the Duke of
Buckingham the Privy Seal, young Gladstone the Board of
Trade. One by one all the posts were being filled. At the
Carlton nothing could be seen but groups of politicians
exchanging their congratulations. Only Disraeli had
received no message from the Premier. Was Sir Robert
going to abandon one of his best lieutenants? It seemed
impossible, but if by ill chance it were so, what a deception,
what a disaster! Once in power, the Conservatives would
stay there a long time. To be excluded now would mean
exclusion for the life of one legislature, perhaps of two.
All the patient work of four years was crumbling. Already
he thought he could read in the glances at the Club an
amused irony, and conversations would stop short on his
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